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TbeEife and Death 

Come fitter (Cofin I would fay ) pray pardon me 
Goe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there. 

Gentlemen,- will you mutter <raen ? 

Jf 1 know how, or which way to order thefe affaires , 
Thus diforderly thrutt into my hands* 

Never beleeve me* Both are my kinfmen, 

Th’one is my Soveraigne, whom both my oath 
And d uty bids defend: the other aga ine 
Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wrong’d. 

Whom coqfeienee, and my kindred bids to right, 

W ell, fome what we mutt doe : Come Cofin, 

lie difpofe ofyou. Gentlemen goe mutter up your men' 

And meet me prefently at Barkley Cattle: 

I ttiould to Plafhy too,but time will not permit, 

All is unevcn,and every thipg is lef tat fix arid feven. £*, 
BuJh.Themad fits faire fornewesto goe to Ireland * 
But none rcturnes : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’encmy, is all impoflible* 

Gree. Befides our neereneke to the King in love. 

Is neere the hate of thole love not the King. * 
Bag. And that’s the wavering Commons,for their low 
Lies in their pur.fes, and wholo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate* 

. Therein the King ftands generally condemn’d. 

Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo doc we, 
Bccaufe we ha ve beene ever neere the King. 

Gree.yf e 11: I will for refuge ftreight toBrittoIl Cattle. 
The Earle of W iltfoireis already there. 

Bfijh. Thither will I with you, for little office 
W ill thchatefull Commons performefor us. 

Except likeCurres, to teare us allin pieces : 

Will you goe along with us ? 

A^.No, Iwill to Ireland to feis Malefty: 

Farewell,if hearts prefages be not vaine. 

We three here part, that nev’r fhali mcete againe. 
A«.That s as T or he thrives to beate back eBnllinbwki* 
Gr, Alas poojre Duke, the task* he undertakes 
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ef Richard the fecottd. 

Ijnvmibdhg r aftds,anddrinking Oceans dry, 

Wlu-’re one-on his fide fights,thoufands will flye.' 

Bujb. Farewelfat once, for once,for all, and ever. 
\Vell.we may' meet againe* 

Bag. I feare me never* Exit 

Selena 'Tertia. 


Enter tbeDuke of Hereford, and Northum- 
berland. 

• ’Bui . How farre is it my Lord to Barkley now ? 

Nor. Beleeve me noble Lord, 

I am a ftranger here in G lofierjhire. 

Thefe high wide hils, and rough uneven wayes; 
Drawesout our miles, and makes them wearyfome: 

And yet cur fairc dilcourfe hath beene as Sugar, 

Making the hard way iweetand deleft able: 

But Ibethinke me, what a weary way 
From Ravenfpurgh toCottihold will be found. 

In Rojfe and Willoughby , wanting yourcompany 
Which Iprotett hath very much beguild 
The teadioufnefle,and proceffe of my travell: 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to have 
The prefent benefit that T poflefle: 

And hopeto joy, is little leflein joy. 

Then hope cnj'oy’d: By this, the weary Lords 
Shall make their way fee me fih-ort,as mine hath done. 

By fight of what I have, your N oble company , 

Bui. Of much leffe valevv is my company 
Then your good words : but who comes here ? 

• Enter H. Percy. 

A or. It is my fonne, young Harry Percy , 

Sent from my brother Worceftcn whenceloever, 

Harry how fares your V ncle ? 
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